cl(hme Legend

ON Sunday afternoon I stood on the balcony of my
bedroom and looked down into the streets of Coblenz.
These streets were gay with bunting, for the town
was celebrating some military festival, some reunion
of old comrades of the War. Dozens of buses, blaring
like heldentenors, were bringing in more old comrades
every few minutes or so. There was a great deal of
handshaking and back-slapping and marching and
singing. Everybody below was full of beer or Lauben-
heimer, and the air was heavy with the reek of 10 pf.
stuck cigars, which, together with the mixed odour
of fried onions wrapped in wool, make up the charac-
teristic smell of Germany. There were thousands of
peaked hats, which meant that thousands of men and
boys there were happy, for I am convinced that there is
some connection between peaked hats and happiness
throughout Central Europe. If anybody in power in
one of these states wishes to know how to avoid revo-
lution, I suggest that he looks to the supply of peaked
hats. What there was to see and hear, that afternoon,
I saw and heard, but nevertheless, I was really busy
on my balcony with thoughts that were a thousand
miles away from the roaring old comrades. I began
by trying to rernembtr this town of Coblenz.

I had been there before, for in the glorious June of
1914 I had set out to glance at Holland and Belgium
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